THE THINGS WE ARE

Of course.

" You might be a little more sympathetic."

Felicia thought for a moment.

" But, Jimmy/' she said, " it isn't a
pleasure to get a letter like that/'

" Really ? " said Miss Considine, incredu-
lously.

" It's very worrying/7 Felicia puckered
her forehead, and wanted to laugh. "Very
worrying," she repeated, and felt as though
too many people were wanting to give her a
million pounds.

" I suppose it does make things rather
difficult," Miss Considine admitted. " But
you haven't told me who Mr, D. H. B. is ? "

"B. stands for Boston."

"Boston . . . Boston . , . Surely IVe ..."

" I don't think so," Felicia said, smiling,
" this time."

" What are you going to do about it ? "

Felicia did not answer; she saw the
drowned Boston lying far away and lonely
in the field.

" But you must do something,"

" If I began to think that, I should be
very much worried indeed," said Felicia.

" But it's not fair to leave him in that
condition."